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Head to head, skin to skin 


Author's Notes: 
This is the outcome of late-night stalking of TBA-era Lars and James! The concept has been inspired by a 
friend of mine who | owe this fic to. This is for you, lil Polp ¥ 


English is not my native language, so forgive my spelling errors and let me know what you think about it! 


Here we are, another concert has come to its end and we can finally find a moment for ourselves to sink into 
our dirty yearnings. 

We don't mind the sweat nor care where Kirk and Jason are, as long as we're hungry for each other and our 
insane hobbies. We're too lazy to have a shower now, too horny to catch up with the crew. Compliance is a 
virtue possessed by few and | use to get very annoyed when I'm feeling needy in public. Generally, James is not 
that meek with the others.. but | guess everybody has an exception to the rule, and I'm his one. Maybe he's 
just too randy tonight. Raw needs are still hanging over our heads and filling the air with lust scent so that we 


can't forgive about them. We usually have a few precious moments for us, so tonight a celebration is needed 


and we're gonna do it our way. 


"Shirt off, Hetfield" | bark 


He has just locked the door and his eyes are heavy with desire. | close mine as he walks toward me and grab 
my body with his hands. | can feel them frantically wandering all over me, looking for god knows what.. and Im 
feeling kinda godly tonight. 


My feeling is confirmed when his hands halt and grasp my ass as | groan. 


Suddendly, he remembers about the order | gave him earlier. Good boy. He's always kinda absent-minded when 

his deside is in control of is body, but now his mind is sitting to please me. His shirt is pulled off and we're skin 
to skin. | kiss him, bite him, take advantage of whatever he allows me to take. You may think we're fed up with 
each other after all these years spent together but no, hands off, we're just looking for fresh kinks and | have 
to admit there is something I've been thinking for the past few days.. 


"Get down on all fours." 


He raises a brow but does as I've asked him. | know he's just weary and wants to get drunk and get laid, but 
l'm also craving for my kick He can also be quite yielding when he needs release, nothing personal. We're gonna 
leave each other's side when it's dawn and we have been satisfied but let's just seize the moment for now. 


As we haven't much time | should get to the point, but the ice bucket in the corner is teasing me and | can't 
resist. | reach out and grab a cube, licking my lips in anticipation. James is silent and stands still, not knowing 
what to expect but willing to endure whatever kinky comes to my mind. A slight moan escapes from his lips as 


| trail the ice cube along his skin and watch his sweet suffering with a grin. 


"F-Fuck, Lars...” 


This is his way to tell me not to push it too far or he'll jump on me skipping the second warning. Behaving 
must be hard for him when I'm in the mood for teasing. | like to know I'm in control and seeing him so 


vulnerable make me feel pretty powerful, like a hunter holding his prey down. 


My free hand runs all along his smooth spine while the other finally rummages through my pocket. Here we go. 
| kneel beside James and empty my tiny plastic bag on his back before throwing it aside. The weightless snow 
white powder spreads on his soft skin before being cut into stripes. | often quiver a little when it comes to 
action, conversely James is always quiet and patient. The better he behaves, the less it will last and he'll finally 


have what we both wants, still.. | wonder if it ever turns him on like it turns me on | can see him biting his 


lips out of the corner of my eye as | approach and snort. It's almost like tasting his sweat but it's way nicer. 
It reminds me tonight | haven't sampled his taste yet. I'm kinda hyped-up when he lays his back to the wall, 
but l'm also horny and it's his turn to seize the night. | read a sparkle of lust in his eyes and crawl toward 
him. The game is not up yet. 


"Wipe that smirk off your face, baby. Daddy is gonna make you beg hard tonight” 


